intellectuals, thousands of men and women who were
ignorant and poor. It had been a long time since they
had anything in which they could believe and hope. Since
the last corrupt dynasty had died in Peking, the people
Jiad had nothing. And the young, especially, had had
nothing since Sun Yat-sen had died. Before he could
become known to them he was only a memory. There-
fore all their hopes fastened upon this young leader of the
revolutionary army.
And now there was only one last great city to capture
before he entered Shanghai. It was the ancient city of
Nanking where once the Ming Emperors had ruled in
such power and such glory and where they were buried.
Everybody waited for Nanking to fall. The gates were
locked in the great walls and the government soldiers were
holding the city. But it would fall. For within the walls
it too was honeycombed with people who wanted the
revolution.
I-wan lived these last days in a sort of ecstasy, full of an
excitement which was both pain and joy. There was the
. knowledge that everything he did was for the last time.
He knew exactly what was to happen. As soon as the
news came of Chiang's victory he was to leave this house,
never to return to it. He was to join En-Ian and all the
others at the revolutionary headquarters, to report for
duty. He told Peony one night, whispering to her in his
room. She listened steadily. She was different these
days. He liked her better than he ever had. She did not
4ouch him or tease him or arouse in him that warm, sweet
discomfort of which he was afraid. She was quiet and
busy and he was not disturbed by her presence.
'You must come with me, Peony,' he told her at last.
*Tell me the name of the place,' she said. 'Perhaps------*
So he wrote down the place and she looked at it. Then
he burned the bit of paper.
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